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Russian blouse, embroidered, high-necked and tied round the
waist with a red cord,
" What is your economic position ? " he asked suddenly*
My economic position ?   It seemed to me I had none !
" Do you belong to the little bourgeoisie ? "
What was the " little bourgeoisie " ? My grandmother, who
lived seventeen years in Paris, used to tell me it was "bourgeois"
to have bad manners ! The word was associated in my mind
as a term of reproach. In the French Revolution one heard of
aristos, but in the Russian Revolution never ! I felt very hurt
that Borodin should not recognise me as an " aristo."
The days passed—just a few, but they felt like many—my
inactivity maddened me. I had nothing to do but walk the
town looking at the faces of the people. The place I preferred
of all others was the little park below the Kremlin wall, where
the yellow leaves were falling fast. There people sat on
benches, or walked slowly past me as if walking were an effort.
What faces! All cast in the same mould, expressive of such
patience and such pain. Not one smiling face among them, not
one alert, quick step. Uniform apathy, misery, the misery of
want and Eunger. There was the sadness, too, of autumn, of
shortening days ; the dread of a rapidly-approaching winter—
a Russian winter with a shortage of fuel, of everything in fact
that was necessary. Death faced many, but the Slav faces
death stoically. He is Oriental.
These people had already suffered: how much had they yet
to suffer ? " But suffering is so interesting." The words of
Arnold Bennett haunted me. There is a kind of suffering that
is almost ecstasy. Was that the quality of the Russian people's
suffering ? As flagellation to the neurotic, so is martyrdom to
the Russian people, I thought. Dostoyef ski helped me to this
conclusion. To Dostoyef ski even the portraying of pain was a
sensual emotion. So I wondered and thought as I wandered
in the little park at the foot of the Kremlin wall.
Nearly every evening we were taken to the opera. Places
were reserved for us in the Foreign Office box. The theatre
was the size of Co/vent Garden, decorated with crimson and
gold. In the Czar's box, reserved for Communists and their
wives, there were men in doth caps and women with shawls

